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The Galleons of Spain. 

»MEATH the long waves of the ocean, 

Where the dark green shadows form; 
In their depths a starless gloaming, 
Like the boding of a storm; 
Where the languid seaweed floateth, 
Where the sunbeams plunge in vain; 
Wrapt in silence — lost forever, 
Lie the Galleons of Spain. 

Sunk and still the vanquished heroes, 
Death's great law has hushed all strife. 
Round their hulls cling unforbidden 
Nameless things that scarce have life; 
While great fishes, white and lurid, 
Like dim phantoms pass again 
Through the still-mouthed, sullen cannon 
Of the Galleons of Spain. 
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Hangs the rigging loose and rotten; 
Round the masts sea-mussels grow 
And the long waves of the ocean 
Sway the torn sails to and fro. 
"lis as if some ghostly breezes 
Would be filling them again — 
Sails that once, on wings of glory, 
Bore the Galleons of Spain. 

Wave the pennons, wan and strengthless, 
All their colours dimmed and cold, 
And the figureheads loom shattered, 
Tragic masks of blackened gold, 
While a bell is mutely tolling 
As it would recall in vain 
The pale crews asleep forever 

With the Galleons of Spain. 
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Ah! how many hearts are sunken 
And how many lips are stilled 
And how many heads lie pillowed 
On great promise unfulfilled ! 
Red doubloons and redder glory, 
Treasures of the Spanish Main, 
Pearls and dreams all sunk together 
With the Galleons of Spain. 

Fathom deep in gloomy splendor, 
Grander still in death than life, 
Solemn, like great vanquished heroes 
That can offer no more strife, 
Where it is forever silent, 
Where the sunbeams plunge in vain ! 
— Is there dawn of greater glory 
For the Galleons of Spain ? 

— Gabriella Fabbricotti. 
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